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58 The Tragedy of Othello 

Oth. The handkerchiefe. 

Def In foothyou are too blame. 

Oth. Away. £**>. 

Em. Is not this man iealous ? 

Def I nerefawthi* before c 
Sure ther’s fome wonder in this handkerchiefe, , 
l am mod vnhappy in the Ioffe of it. 

Enter IagorfWCaflio. 

Em. Tis not a yeare or two fhewes vs a man. 

They are all but ftomacks,and we all but foodc ; 

They eate vs hungerly,and when they are full. 

They belch vs ;looke you t Cafiie and my husband. 

Jag. There is no other way, tis ftie muff doe it. 

And loe the happineffe,goc,and importune her. 

Def. How now good C*/iie,whats the newes with you ? 
Caf. Madam^y former fuite : I doe befeecb you. 

That by your vertuous mcanes.I may againe 
Exift,and be a member of his loue. 

Whom I.with all the office of my heart, 

Intirely honour, I would not be delayed: 

Ifmy offence be of fiich mottall kind. 

That not my feruice part, nor prefent forrowes, 

Nor purpos’d merrit in futurity, 

Gan ranfome me into his loue againe, 

But to know fo,muft be my benefit, 

So (hall I cloath me in a forc’d content. 

And (hut my felfe vp in fome other courfe, 

To fortunes almes* 

Def. Alas thrice gent! eCafsio, 

My aduocation is not now in tune ; 

My Lord is not my Lord, nor (hould I know him, s 
Were he in fauour.as in humor altred : - 

So hel pe me ,euery fpirit fanfl ified. 

As I haucfpoktn for you all my beft, 

And flood within the blanke of his difpleafare, 

For my free (peech » you muft a while be patient,. - 
What I can doe I wili,andtnore I will '•» ’ t 

Then for my (cite I daie,let that fufGce you. 
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fag. Is my Lord angry? 

Em. He went hence but now. 

And certainely in ftrange vnquictneffe. 

Jag. Can he be angry? I haue feene the Cannon, 

When it hath blowne his rankes into the ay re \ 

And (Hk e the deuil ^ his vei T arme ’ 

Puft his owne brother,and can he be angry ? . 

Something of moment then : I will goe meet him, 

Thert’i matter in’. indeed, if he be angry. 

Def. lpretheedoefb:fomethingfureofState, 

Either from Venice, or fome vrihatcht pr a ft ice, 

Made demonftrablehere in Ciprts to him. 

Hath pudled his cleere fpirit.and in fuch cafes, 

Mens natures wrangle with inferiour things, 

Tho great ones ate the obieft , 

Tis cuen fo ; for let our finger ake, 

At;d it endues our other healthful! members, . 

Euen to chat fenfe of paine 5 nay, we muft thinke. 

Men are not gods. 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuances 
As fitsthe Bridall : befhrew me much EmiHi «v 
I was (vnhandfomc warrior as I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindneffe with my foule ; 

But now I find,I had fubbornd the witneffe. 

And hee’s indited falfly . 

Em. Pray heauen itbe State matters as you thinke. 

And no conception, nor no iealous toy 
Concerning you. 

Def Alas the day, I neuer gaue him caufe. 

Em. But ieal ous foules will not be anfwered fo. 

They are not cucr iealous for the caufe, 

But iealous for thev are iealous •. tis a monfter. 

Begot vpon it felfe, borne on it felfe. 

Def. Heauen keepe that monfter from Othello's mind, 

Em. Lady, Amen. 

Def I will goe feeke Vim^Cafsio walke here about. 

If I doe finde him fit, lie mouc your fuite. Exeunt Defd. 

. And feeke toeffeft it to my vtternaoft. and Emillia. 
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